C)6z                                          DEFEAT

crying: " 'Eavy Defeat I " stands, in the centre of a pattern
made by the fragments of the torn-np notes, staring out into the
moonlight^ seeing not this hated room and the hated Square
outside, but a German orchard, and herself , a little girl* plucking
apples, a big dog beside her ; and a hundred other pictures,
such as the drowning see. Then she sinfy down on the floor\
lays her forehead on the dusty carpel, and presses her body to it.
Mechanically,, she sweeps together the scattered fragments of
notes, assembling them with the dust into a little piky as of
fallen leaves,, and dabbling in if with her fingers, while the tears
run down her cheeks*
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[Then suddenly, in the moonlight, she sits up, and begins to sing
with all her might: " Die Wacbt am Rhein" And outside
men pass\ singing ; " Rule, Britannia ! "

The curtain falls,